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" That's about all," I heard Cruger saying. " The rebels' light
troops are here already. By sundown the whole rebel army will be
* outside this stockade, camped for a siege. In all likelihood they'll make
four camps, one astride each of the lour roads into town. Obey the
orders you're given. Stay quietly where you're ordered to stay, so I
can find you promptly when I need you. Treasure your water as it it
were gold ; hoard your provisions as if they were rubies. If you have
complaints to make, make them to me. Remember it's not only
ourselves we're fighting for. If we're unsuccessful, other thousands of
Americans will be ruined."

I spoke to the two Carolinians. " Colonel Cruger wants help," I
said. s; He wants to be sure every bucket and dish in this town is
filled with water before the attack starts. He's sent me to do all I can
to see everything's looked after. Will you help spread the word ? "

" What's your name, Bud ? " one of them said. " Wheah you f'om
an* what's your pappy do ? "

" My name's Oliver Wiswell," I said. " Captain, King's American
Dragoons. I was driven out of Boston by the rebels. My father was
a lawyer. The rebels killed him."

" You don't say," the questioner said. " Our pappy was killed,
too. Some o' Marion's men shot him in the back while he was eating
supper. We'll help tell 'em to get the water for you. Smallwood, you
go no'th an' I'll skin around this way."

" What's your name ? " I asked.

" Pshaw I " the boy said. " We're Kirklands. We're related to half
the folks in the Ninety Six District. I'm Lonnie, and this here's my
twin, Smallwood. We'd like real well to help you and the colonel,
whenever you need anything."

He and his brother departed, bawling in slurred voices, " Git your
empties, evybody. Evybody's got to git water ! "

CHAPTER   LXXVIII
WE COULDN'T look over the stockade, the next morning, without seeing
rebels. Half a mile to the north, and half a mile to the south, their
tent towns straddled each of the roads to the outer world; and all
around us the smoke of hundreds of rebel campfires was hazy blue
against the pale greens of the forest.
How many thousands there were, we couldn't tell; but they moved
in and out of the shelter of the far forest like ants fumbling in the grass
around an anthill.
What Greene's men had done in one short, hot night was astonish-